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Two Boys Meet 


Arriving in Belgium meant one thing to Taylor: finally getting to see Foo Fighters play live. Their respective 
schedules had prevented it until now. He half-assed it through sound check and then parked his ass stage left, 
waiting and drinking and smoking. 

He heard the man's voice before he saw him. And then he rounded the corner with the rest of his band. 


"Hey, man" he said to Taylor. 


"Hey, you don't care if | stay here? Been wanting to check you out" Taylor cringed. "Check out the band, | 


mean." 
He smiled at the blonde-headed man. "Sure, it's cool. Stick around after, we'll grab a beer." 
"Cool." Way to go, dumbass. Taylor mentally kicked his own ass and lit another smoke. 


He was left in awe. This band was really good, really tight. Dave was a great drummer, everybody knew that, 
but he was also a great singer and writer. And sexy as hell, Taylor thought. 


After their fifty minute set, Dave stood in front of him. 
"You guys are amazing. That was a great set!" 

"Thanks, When you guys going on?" 

"You know who | am?" 


"Of course | do." He laughed and took the cigarette from Taylor's mouth. He took a long drag of it and handed it 
back. 


Taylor merely watched 
"What time?" Dave repeated 

"Oh! Um, ten | think" 

"Cool, lets get a beer" Dave turned and walked away from Taylor. 

He had to jog a couple steps to catch up the the dark haired man 

"How do you know me?" 

"| saw you play back in Seattle last year: 

"Oh. What'd you think?" 

"That you were fucking awesome." Dave turned and met the drummer's gaze. 
"Thanks, man! That means a lot coming from you" 


Dave held his gaze. Taylor had to look away, his cheeks turning pink. ‘Was this man flirting with me?" he 
thought. And then immediately hoped he was. 


They grabbed a couple bottles of beer and sat down across from each other at a small table. Neither man 


spoke for several awkward minutes. Taylor's stomach flip-flopped. ‘He must know, I'm such a dumbass: 
"You gonna stay on with Alanis when the tour is over?" 
"She hasn't asked and | haven't really given it any thought" 


Dave nodded. 


"What are you doing next?" 
"Start a new record when we get home." 
This time Taylor nodded. 


More awkward silence. Taylor started drumming his fingers on the table and bouncing his knees. Dave watched 
for a moment and then started to mimic him. Taylor smiled at him and started a more complicated finger 


drumming sequence. Dave kept up. Pretty soon, a small audience gathered to watch their finger drumming duet. 
"Big finish, you ready?" Dave grinned. 
"Ready." 


RRR 


Dave watched Alanis’ set, keeping an eye on Taylor. He wasn't sure but he swore the blonde haired man had 
flirted with him. He'd even done some flirting of his own. This could prove interesting. After they left the 
stage, he let Taylor walk off toward the buses. Dave followed him and put a hand on his elbow. 


"Come with me" 
Taylor was startled and gasped when Dave grabbed him. "Fuck! You scared me" 
"Sorry. Come on, let's go get drunk’ 

"And then what?" Taylor asked with a grin 


"| guess we'll see." Dave murmured, letting his gaze drift to Taylor's mouth. Dave wanted to pin him against 
the bus and fuck him right then and there. He shook his head slightly, willing himself to stop thinking about 
that. 

They left the venue and found a local pub. It was already crowded so Dave and Taylor fell right into the happy, 
drunken atmosphere. Taylor passed himself around to any woman or man who wanted him. He was blindly 
kissing everything except the one thing he wanted most. Dave watched as a young girl took Taylor's hand and 
led him through a door at the back of the pub. He pushed through the crowd and eased the door open. Taylor 
stood with his back against the building, head tilted back, eyes squeezed shut and lips parted. Small grunts that 
started to build were pouring freely from his mouth. The girl was on her knees, giving him head. Neither of 
them had a clue that Dave was there. He, himself, grew hard as he watched. He slid a hand inside his jeans and 
stroked himself, listening to Taylor's groans. Wanting to keep up with Taylor, he stroked faster as Taylor's 


moaning became louder and longer. Dave had to stifle his own moan as he came into his hand. 


He slipped back inside before he was discovered. He stood casually by the bar, drinking another beer when 


Taylor approached. 

"Hey, where'd you go?" 

"Just outside for a few." 

"Ah. Here." and he handed the drummer another beer. 

"| think this is it for me. Want to get back and pass out." 

"Sure, no problem. Going outside made ya tired, huh?" Dave asked with a smirk. 
‘It usually does." Taylor replied and touched his bottle to Dave's in a toast. 


They had to walk between the buses on the way back. Without thought, Dave pushed the blonde up against the 


side of a bus. 

| watched you." He whispered in to Taylor's ear. "And | jerked off 

Taylor's knees buckled as he groaned. "Should have pushed the girl away and taken over." 
"Do you want me to do that to you?" 

"Fuck, yes!" 


"| guess we'll see what happens next week when we play together in Scotland" Dave said quietly before he 


kissed Taylor's open mouth. 


And then he walked away, leaving Taylor to clutch the side of the bus in order to keep from falling to the 


ground. 


Two Boys Meet Again 


It was T In The Park and Dave walked around with Nate and William, always keeping an eye out for Taylor. 
William had come to him a few times during the week and Dave had turned him away each time. He knew 
William was hurt and confused. He also knew he'd turned to Pat for comfort so Dave refused to feel guilty. He 
did begin to wonder how much of a toll this would take on his band, though. However, that thought was quickly 
obliterated by the sight of a skinny, gangly-limbed, blonde-headed drummer. 

Dave spotted him standing next to Alanis, his back turned. Dave fought the urge to rush up to him and kiss 
him. Instead, he casually approached Alanis and hugged her, his gaze locked on Taylor. The drummer's 
expression read relief and then excitement. 

"We have to do our sound check. See you guys later?" 

"Definitely." Taylor replied. 

Dave was getting in a few minutes’ rest before their set when William barged in. 

"So that's why you've turned me away? That skinny, blonde fuck?" 

"What are you talking about? I've turned you away because you're fucking Pat." 

"lm fucking Pat because you turned me away!" He shouted. 

‘Lower your voice." Dave replied as he carelessly stretched on the small couch. 

William sighed, raking his fingers through his hair. "Dave, | thought..." 

"What?" 

"You and me..were... 

"Nothing. Nothing at all. Sex." 


"Oh." William's eyes looked everywhere but at Dave. He ran the back of his hand over them. 


That wasn't the truth. There was a time when Dave loved William. That time was gone. It was gone the very 
moment he saw Taylor in Seattle. Rather than drag it out, though, Dave pretended he'd never cared at all. 


"Come here, Will. Let's have one for the road" 


"Fuck you, Dave." and he left. 


Dave sighed and closed his eyes. Taylor. Taylor's open mouth, his closed eyes and that girl's mouth sliding up 


and down on him. 


Taylor watched their set from the wings again. He watched Dave play his guitar, scream into the microphone, 


rock his hips back and forth. Taylor knew he'd have him soon. 

Alanis' set was two hours later. Dave spent the time avoiding William, who was probably off getting plowed by 
Pat anyway. Taylor met Dave alongside the stage as soon as he was finished. They smiled shyly at each other 
at first. Dave abruptly turned on his heel and walked away. 

"Where are we going?" Taylor asked as he tried to keep up with the singer's quick pace. 

"Somewhere a little quieter." They walked for about I5 minutes along the road until they came to a small hotel 
on the other side of the amusement park. Dave led Taylor directly inside and down the hall. He pulled a key 
from his pocket. 

"Somebody planned ahead" Taylor smirked. 

"Somebody thought about you all week" Dave replied as he locked the door once they stepped inside. 

"Really? | couldn't get you off my mind either." 


"Of course you couldn't." Dave said with a sneer. 


This time it was Taylor who surprised Dave by grabbing him and crushing his lips against Dave's. He pushed 
his tongue into Dave's mouth and tasted the cigarettes and beer and spearmint on his tongue. 


Dave pulled Taylor's t-shirt over his head and then removed his own. He roughly pushed Taylor down onto the 
bed. It sagged and whined under the man's weight. They grinned at each other before Dave yanked off Taylor's 
sneakers and then kicked off his own. He pulled Taylor's shorts off and stood still for a moment, skimming his 
eyes over the drummer's naked body. His fingers deftly unbuttoned his jeans and slid them down his legs. 
Taylor watched him, not bothering to disguise his obvious lust. 

"Goddamn, | haven't even touched you yet" Dave remarked, delighted by Taylor's eagerness. 

"| believe you said you'd blow me." Taylor said with a sarcastic grin 


"| believe | lied" Dave replied as he savagely flipped Taylor onto his stomach. 


Dave flopped down on his back with a long sigh. He reached for the pack of smokes in the pocket of his jeans. 
"Goddamn, Hawkins." 


Taylor lay still on his stomach, his face against the mattress. But, wordlessly, he watched Dave with the eye 
that faced the dark haired beauty. 


In all of Dave's experience with men, he'd always managed to find men who were content to allow him to fuck 
them. He assumed Taylor to be that type as well. It came as a huge surprise to Dave when Taylor lifted his 
head off the bed and glared at Dave. 


"What?" 

Without another moment's delay, Taylor attacked him, wrestling Dave onto his stomach and mounting him. Dave 
fought him at first, flailing and bucking but Taylor held him down. He grunted loudly with each stroke inside of 
Dave. Dave's growls and shrieks of refusal slowly melted into groans of pleasure. 

The men lay side by side, satiated and exhausted. Taylor lazily raised a cigarette to his lips. 


"Goddamn, Grohl." He mimicked Dave. 


‘| never.." Dave stammered. He couldn't believe what just happened. How did this skinny, little prick manage to 
fuck him?! "I, um, never..." 


"Never had one of your boys turn on you?" Taylor asked with a smirk 
"No." 

"Hope you liked it." 

Dave blushed. "| did" He said quietly. 


"Good, cause | plan on doing it to you a lot." 


